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Abstract
He FUMBLED the key into the lock and hesitantly pushed the wooden door open; a burp
of detergent-smelling air rushed up his nose. Th e “Welcome, Neil” sign fell off the door as he
cautiously reached to turn the lights on...
36 Sketch 
that was two sizes too big—I'm not sure. But he put the gun 
back into the holster and backed back to his car. He got in 
and left in a cloud of dust and sand. When the dust had 
finally cleared, I remembered my flowers and I wanted to 
show them to Mae. I ran to where I had dropped them. T h e 
violets lay crushed and soiled in the road. 
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History, Senior 
E FUMBLED the key into the lock and hesitantly pushed 
the wooden door open; a burp of detergent-smelling air 
rushed up his nose. T h e "Welcome, Neil" sign fell off the 
door as he cautiously reached to turn the lights on. Gingerly 
picking it up, he placed it on the dustless desk. T h e expanse 
of white concrete wall was broken by the empty wastebaskets, 
the naked beds, the uncurtained windows, the empty closets. 
"Neil, where are you?" his mother's voice yoo-hooed 
from down the hall. 
"I 'm in here," he squeaked back. 
"Oh, isn't this a nice dorm?" she said, coming into the 
room. "And what's this?" She inspected the welcome sign. 
"Isn't that sweet, Neil Baby?" She handed the placard to 
him. 
Neil rubbed his clammy fingers over the rough construc-
tion paper. He gulped. Blood rushed to his head. He 
crumpled the sign into a little ball. Pling! It hit the bottom 
of the metal wastebasket. 
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